*    The First Campaign    *
procession. Martaban was there walking, his hands
bound, a board round his neck. He was naked save for
a loin-cloth; soldiers beat him on. As he had surrendered
at discretion and there had been no bloodshed, he
hoped that his life might be spared. That aspiration
helped him to bear his ordeal. He was a tall man with a
dark skin. Even in humiliation his face was proud.
After him came a great host of captive soldiers. Their
fate, they knew, was slavery, service in perpetuity at
some of the temples, which they would have to keep
swept and in repair, the lands of which they \vould have
to cultivate. Behind came the women. Here a reason-
able distinction had been made. The elder were on foot
and looked wretched enough. Domestic service loomed
before them, and as some of them were ladies, it was a
gloomy prospect. The Duchess was among these, a
weeping woman, for her last infant had been lost in the
confusion. But of the younger girls, many were in lit-
ters. Among these was a noted beauty, afterwards
called the Lady Uhsauppan. She had been bought by
the Duke's agents in Persia and it was said that in the
world no one had a slenderer waist. Sitting upright in
an open palanquin, she viewed the scene with the ut-
most composure. Her value she knew; a precious gem
was as likely to be neglected. In this guise she came on
to the moat side, where gold-mohur trees, thickly cov-
ered with red blossoms, lined the way. So red were
these against the dusty air, that they seemed to reach
forward and to touch her. The people who saw her in
that setting never forgot it, longed for it again. To all
of them she scattered her largess of beauty; then was
carried over a white bridge and into the city.
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